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. : Puck: Year a weighty man, now, Mister mee! in your triumphs over : edieny Tilden: but. you'll rise higher in Novens 
ber when 1 put this weight inthe scale.” . 
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THE TURNING OF THE SCALES. 

3} UD yez carry me top-coat in yer 
dog-cart, yer honor, only as far as 
Widdy McGinnis’s shebeen ?” This 

was a very modest request from Pat. But when 

the ’Squire asked him how he was to get the 
coat again, Pat said, ‘‘ Well, begorra, I intind 
to keep inside of the same.’’ 

That is very much the position in which 
Mister Kelly stands before the people of this 
city. They are not very unwilling to allow 
Mister Kelly, personally, to hold any promi- 
nent position in the municipality, and to draw 
the fat salary thereunto appertaining. But they 
don’t want to have foisted upon them all the 
mongrels, puppies, whelps and hounds which, 
politically speaking, are inside of Mister Kelly, 
which constitute his Tammany family. 

Just now Mister Kelly is crowing. 

His ancient enemy, Sammy Tilden, is crushed 
between the ponderous folios of those stolen 
account-books. He is bound, hand and foot, 
with those cipher-telegrams, and is erupied all 
over with cryptograms of ‘‘ ten twenty Captain 
Anna,” “‘ Ask Ithaca,” and like political boils 
of corruption. In fact, a deader live man than 
Sammy Tilden is, at this present writing, does 
not linger on the threshold of utter dissolution. 

Whereat Mr. Kelly laughs. As he has the 
right to do. 

But the scales are slowly turning, and Mr. 
Kelly will doubtless find himself overweighted 
in November. A tax-ridden people hardly care 
to increase their burdens for the sake of perpe- 
tuating the power of Tammany. 

A simoon, a whirlwind, a water-spout, a tor- 
nado, are feeble expressions to describe the up- 
rising of the PeopLe when they realize that they 
are supporting in luxurious idleness a set of 
half-employed but enormously overpaid politi- 
cal office-holders. 

Look out, Mister Kelly. 

Come in out of the storm. 

Be so kind as to have modesty enough to be- 
lieve that the PEopLe of this great city can 
govern themselves without your assistance. 


ce 


Or, if you must govern something, remember 
that O’Donovan Rossa has resigned, and there 
is a fair chance for you to organize a skirmish- 
ing fund and go home and govern Ireland. 

There’s your chance. 

You'll have slim chances in New York after 
November. 








“POSITIVE FACTS.” 


THE Sun publishes, now and then, some items 
under the above heading. Recently it published 
some theatrical ‘‘positive facts.” Among them 
were the facts that Mrs. Agnes Booth was the 
wife of “J. W. Booth who used to act but who 
now keeps a hotel.” 

Also, that Miss Rose Eytinge is the wife of 
Col. Geo. H. Butler, ‘‘who is a nephew of Gen. 
Benjamin /. Butler.” 

Now, as fositive facts, we submit that these are 
curiosities. 

The only J. W. Booth “‘who used to act” 
was recently shot for murdering a President of 
the United States. Consequently he can’t keep 
a hotel. 

As to who Benjamin H. Butler may be, we 
don’t know. But it is a positive fact that no 
such name will appear on the ballots of the 
great contestant for the Gubernatorial chair of 
Massachusetts, next November. 








AN OLD FABLE REVIVED. 


NCE upon a Time there was a Frog, who 
thought Himself a Very Fine Fellow, 

*" until one day he espied an Ox. Then 
he saw that the Ox was a Bigger Fellow than 
he was, and he became, in a measure, very" 
Mad. He waxed wroth. Then came to him 
a Scientific Person who sat himself down upon 
an Air-Cushion, and quothed to him:—You 
are a bigger man than Old Ox. You area 
Rana Palustris, while he is only a Vacca. You 
have only to Inflate yourself and you will soon 
be larger than the Ox. 

Now the Frog commenced to Swell himself; 
and then commenced to Blow; and the Ox 
only Laughed. But at last the Blowing of the 
Frog became a Nuisance; and Mister Ox got 
his Back up; and his Horn went through the 
Frog, who then Collapsed, and it was found 
that after all he was only Wind: or, to use the 
language of Cicero, he was a Gas-Bag. 

This little fable which is hereby translated 
from Atsop seems to have some pertinent re- 
lation to present affairs in this country. A 
certain blowing crew of political hacks have 
been inflating themselves to such a degree that 
even well-considered minds began to think 
they might be as big as they bragged to be. 
But that solid old animal, the Bos Americanus, 
the Honor of the Country, quietly put his horn 
through the theories of the Inflated Party; 
which thereupon collapsed; and went out into 
thin air; and very bad air, too. 

Whereat, Major General Benjamin F. Butler, 
M. C., who is sitting on the fence, weeps. 

For he sees the Governor’s chair, which he so 
covets, rapidly rail-roading away from him. 

And this is about the end of those politicians 
who desire to feast on all good things of earth, 
and leave the bills to be paid and the burden 
to be borne by their prospective grandchildren. 

Good-bye, Greenbackers! 








Two thousand dollars’ worth of jewelry has 
been stolen from a store in Philadelphia. In 
consequence, all the New York Maiden Lane 
jewelry ‘‘ drummers” have gone there to repair 
the ravages of fate. A city without jewelry is 
But then, is Phila- 


like a body without a soul. 








delphia a city? 





Puckerings. 


Our regards to Mr. Thomas Nast, and when 
next he utilizes Mr. Peter Cooper’s air-cushion, 
will he please not put it on any old gentleman’s 
head—but rather, put it where it will do the 
most good. 





STATEN IsLANDERS, you have tried to lynch 
Reinhardt. The authorities ought to let him 
get to Europe to escape our rope. 





CAMPANINI denies that all the Italians in the 
city are bootblacks and organ-grinders. He is 
right. Several of them are peanut men. 





Marie Bates is said to begin her perform- 
ance of Topsy in London by turning head 
over heels. Quite right to turn Topsy-turvy. 





In view of Courtney’s positive denial that the 
race up north was so/d, public opinion deter- 
mines that it must have been dought by Hanlan. 





‘‘A BABY swims naturally, if you’il let it,” 
says Frank Buckland, the English Icthyologist. 
But that would depend very much on its pa- 
rents’ whims. 





THE youth who can eat a fifty-cent dinner 
every day on a two-dollar per week salary, is 
the fellow who succeeds in life and sends his 
sons to college. 





‘From the spire of the Congregational 
Church at Pawlet, Vt., 125 pounds of honey 
were recently taken”—Comb, now, that’s a 
steepl-ittle story. 





HENCEFORTH we refuse to return rejected 
communications. It saves us trouble; but then 
we suffer by having to buy postage-stamps for 
our private correspondence. 





TaLK about grit? The boldest frontiers- 
man that ever faced a horny-handed grizzly 
bear, can’t hold a candle to the last two or 
three spoonfuls of an oyster stew. 

THE mosquito about this time loses his mid- 
summer timidity, and exhibits a cynical reck- 
lessness that takes away half the glory of a suc- 
cessful attempt at his destruction. 





IT may have been cramps, it may have been 
vertigo or the effects of improper food during 
his training, or it even may have been too much 
Hanlan, but it has not yet been definitely set- 
tled what was the matter with Courtney last 
week at Lachine. 





Or course Mr. Foley visited the editorial 
rooms of Puck, and sought to be the divinity 
that shapes our ends, refuse him how we will; 
but we’re not going back on Bennett— James 
Gordon Bennett—the Prince of Polo, and fu- 
ture Prince of the North Pole oh!—at any 
price. He’s our man for Mayor. 





Ir is not a matter of congratulation that the 
office of Puck has been for several days besieged 
by thousands of anxious contributors—some of 
them gifted citizens. On the contrary, we nave 
been obliged to lock our editorial selves in 
against the mob. ‘The errand that brought all 
these persons to our door was in every case a 
desire to sell a single line of matter—always on 
the same subject, and often in the same words. 
In despair we printed a poster and hung it out 
of the window: 

No Puns ON THE WALKING-MATCH WANTED! 
IT’S NO ’UGHES. 
And that settled it. 


















































































































SOME SOCIAL FIENDS. 


III. 
‘THE FREE-PASS FIEND. 





This fiend does not flourish so well in metro- 
politan soil as in the (so-called) provinces. But 
he is here, nevertheless. You may know him 
by his very pretty ways, the suspicion of un- 
paid tailors’ bills which cling to his natty 
clothes, and the nice way he has of pretty talk. 
He is not difficult to find, but it is easier to 
see him near the window of the box-office of a 
theatre than elsewhere. 

For he hath a lingering fondness for the tic- 
ket-seller at box-offices of theatres, operas, con- 
certs; and has a soul that will even lower itself 
to nigger-shows, circuses and variety places. 

He is not om the press, but of it. That is to 
say, the compositor does not live who ever 
stuck finger in the case to set up a line of type 
from the free-pass fiend’s copy. But he is fes- 
tooned with the daily and weekly papers. Did 
Man wear a rearward adornment and protube- 
rance, the F.-P. Fiend need never purchase a 
bustle. He flourishes the paper in his hand, 
and he has little notices marked thus / and 
thus \.. He never pretends that he wrote 
these notices. O,no! He is too truly good 
for that. ‘‘ But, me deah fellah, you know, of 
course, Squiggs of the Morning Zattle? 1 have 
an INFLOOENCE over him—need I say more? 
See what he has said of your new piece, the 
‘Dead Rabbits’!” 

This Fiend does not write, but he pretends 
to influence. Do the clever men who issue 
printed pasteboard for trade-dollars at our box- 
offices see through him? Of course; and they 
pass him at times on “ paper’’—not A/s papers 
—but to rid themselves of that pleasant but 
persistent cheek, which, continued for hours, 
becomes, at last, terrific to the soul. 

It is not alone in the vestibules of theatres, 
etc, that this Fiend sickens us; he is also found 
in the home circle. He is ever a welcome vis- 
itor; for he never makes love to the girls, and 
(for he guards his own pocket), he never asks 
the boys to go out and sip Santa-Cruz sours or 
the like. But he is so gentlemanly, and he is 
always g ing to get us passes to see Norma in 
“‘Neuendorf;” or to give usa box to hear Emma 
Abbott in ‘“‘la Belle Héiéne;”’ or stalls when 
John McCullough does “ Flewy-Flewy ” with 
the ’Frisco Minstrels. So tne days pass, and 
he shares our little lunches and he eats his Sun- 
day dinners with us; but the passes never come; 
hope deferred maketh our hearts sick; we duy 
our tickets for the theatre, and to the Free- 
Pass Fiend we are “ not at home.” 


The opera bounces him at times, as when he | 
brings a notice to the box-office showing how | 


he had influenced a critic to write up the way 
Brignoli sang the Di /P:scatore; when, unfor- 
tunately for the F.-P. Fiend, Brignoli was in- 
disposed, and the Academy was closed; or an- 
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PUCK. 





other opera substituted; or something happened 
which the reporter supposed, but was not pre- 
sent to record; being elsewhere bent on per- 
sonal pleasures. Then the F. P. F. has to pay 
the penalties of his fictions. 

This Fiend, however, flourishes with greater 
luxuriance in the rural cities, where he is “spe- 
cial correspondent” of the Dramatic Herald, 
or the Sporting Scissors. There he harasses 
agents, managers and treasurers, and is only 
crushed out by the local bill-poster, who knows 
him. He is ubiquitous; unlike the chameleon, 
he does not feed on air, but he lives on cheek. 
But here we dismiss him, for in the dim dis- 
tance looms up a more terrific Fiend—the 
“‘ Female with a Grievance.” 

E. S. L. 





NOW, BROTHER TALMAGF; “WHAT ARE 
YOU GOING TO DO ABOUT IT?” 


S a preface to these remarks, let us say 
that we have no prejudice to any form 

~*" of religious worship which makes man- 
kind better in their daily walk through life. 
Protestant and Catholic, Jew and Spiritualist, 
are alike to us, if only the teachings of their 
creeds are shown in the lives of those who pro- 
fess them. 

But in the face of the aw/u/ crimes of the 
clergy; of the association of defalcations, forge- 
ries and like business malfeasances with persons 
holding high lay rank in the church, the very 
pen and pencil tingle with the satire of the 
subject. 

It has recently seemed proper to us ‘to hold 
up before the public gaze one who must be 
termed the puppet of the pulpit. Of course 
we allude to the Reverend Talmage, whom we 
believe to be, unlike his brilliant Brooklyn rival, 
a man of a personally pure life. 

We also know a circus clown, who never 
drank a drop of liquor, and who is the meekest 
domestic husband and father you can imagine. 

But if this clown were to get up on high, 
shout ‘‘ Hoop-la! here we are again!’’ and com- 
mence to preach religion, Puck would certainly 
pitch into him. 

And if Talmage cuts up monkey tricks in 
his tabernacle, why should our pen and pencil 
exercise a mistaken charity toward him? 

Recently this clergyman was much celebrated 
in the daily papers for a midnight tour among 
the casinos and places of like disreputable re- 
sort, under the gaslight, in this city. 

He told the reporters that he made this mid- 
night foray that he might see for himself the 
temptations to which young men are subjected; 
and intimated that he should preach upon this 
subject. The sermon has already been heard, 
and the trustees of his tabernacle have recently 
raised his salary from $7,000 to $12,000. 

Is it possible that Bro. Talmage is about to 
make more nocturnal raids, and increase of 
cash is necessary to pay the expenses of such 
dark peregrinations? ‘The trustees assert that 
‘ten years ago $7,000 was barely sufficient for 
him.” 

Seven years ago he didn’t visit casinos, noctur- 
nally. 

Now he does. 

But it really seems to Puck that an advance 
of $5,000 per annum on a Christian clergy- 
man’s salary because he visits casinos by night, 
to find material for sermons, is altogether too 
much of a good thing. 

It is hard to suppose that even the keeper 
of the lowest liquorsaloon would raise his 
Ganymede’s salary for a like purpose. 











But this is not our present business with Bro. | 


Talmage. 

He is, if anything, asensational preacher; he 
is an acrobatic preacher; he is a descriptive 
preacher; if he preached against Hughes he 
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would wear pink trunks, with bare legs, and 
would walk on a track about his platform; when 
he talks about the storm-tossed sailor he climbs 
(as we are credibly informed) up the pillars of 
his place of preaching; and should his anathemas 
be launched at a thirsty and blood-sucking fly, 
he would probably, in his realistic description, 
walk along the ceiling, buzz, and then drop 
venomously on the noses of his sleeping con- 
gregation. 

But as Mr. Talmage has now preached against 
the sirens who sing the jeunesse doree of society 
into wild and wicked ways, we offer-him a still 
stronger subject upon which to base the topics 
of a great sermon. Here are, of all denomina- 
tions, preachers telling of the glad tidings to 
come, who crawl like vipers into. the breasts of 
their friends’ wives; who take their own. wives 
and comfort them with a cup of warm tea, with 
an infusion of ‘‘cold p’ison” in it; who have 
assignations with the pretty but trusting daugh- 
| ters of their churches, and under the umbra- 

geous hiding of a lonely wood fill them with 
arsenic, break their heads with a stone, and 
butcher them with a jack-knife; who are citizens 
and brothers, as well as clergymen, but who 
prey at night on their neighbors’ hen-roosts; 
who—but Puck is disgusted, and can follow 
this list no longer. 

And the camp-meetings! Ah, the camp-meet- 
ings! Brother Talmage, at the next camp- 
meeting disguise yourself! You are too good 
an actor not to know how to do this. Shave off 
those peculiar whiskers, grow a moustache, make 
up like a Broadway statue, and investigate, ay, 
investigate a camp-meeting. 

This is a sensational subject for a sermon, 
which, if you preach it, will make you famous 
all over the land. 

It is no use to ask Bro. Arbuckle to toot his 
cornet to the tune— 

‘¢ They all do it! They At do it!” 
for this will not mend the matter. 

But above all this, how can you mouth and 
make faces at your congregation in the very 
face of such wickedness as is rampant every- 
where among gentlemen of your own cloth, who 
seem to have stolen the livery of heaven to serve 
the devilin. Attacked though you may be, 
nobody ever for a moment supposes that you 
are a fool, or that you do not read the daily 
papers. 

Here are hundreds of preachers, all over the 
country, with their cohorts of deacons, Sunday- 
school teachers, vestrymen, sextons, e/ id genus 
omne, who are murdering, assaulting, poisoning, 
robbing, defaulting, and,.in fact, disobeying 
every law of the decalogue? 

And at the same time are raising the Cross 
to panting congregations, anxious to know the 
Road to Salvation. 

Are you going to let this, the greatest shame 
of our age, go unrebuked ? 

In other words, Brother Talmage—“‘what are 
you going to do about it?” 


‘THE prompt action of the police in stopping 
pool-selling in New York must command the 
admiration of all virtuous citizens. ‘This form 
of betting is now only indulged in on days when 
cricket games, horse races, rowing matches, 
elections, or other uncertain matters of general 
| public interest, are in progress, and is at last 
confined to a few places in the neighborhood 
of Broadway and ‘Twenty-eighth Street, and 
Broadway and Barclay Street, and in Hoboken 
and Weehawken, where the Jersey officials have 
been equally rigid in enforcing the laws. 





Wuat is the difference between a certain 
| Roman Emperor and a drunken man? 
One’s Titus an Emperor, the other’s tight as 
a brick. 
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1. Mr. Simian Kokenutt, a chronic sufferer from 
rheumatism, arrives at the Royal Ethiopian Baths, Ne- 
gerbrunn, Schwarzwalder, Germany. 


4. Mr. Kokenutt indulges in little parley, but retires 
precipitately, leaving his guest in undisturbed possession 
of his room and wardrobe. 





2. Within an hour, while he is luxuriating in the fa- 
mous Ethiopian aniline waters, he is horrified at seeing 
the door vf his bathroom open. 


5. Mr. Kokenutt’s appearance in the high street of 
Negerbrunn excites a lively interest among the inhabi- 
tants, who apparently fail to recognize their distinguished 
visitor. 


hf [ 
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3. And a visitor from the neighboring menagerie 
enter. 
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6. In fact, they pursue the case of mistaken identity 
with relentless energy, and literally put him ‘‘up a tree.” 








THE EXPOSITION AWARDs! 
SPECIAL TELEGRAM TO “Puck”’!! 
AMERICA’S PRIZ ES!!! 
ELECYRIC ENTERPRISE! My! 


FULL DETAILS OF ALL THE AWARDS MADE TO 
AMERICAN EXHIBITORS BY THE JUDGES OF 
THE UNIVERSAL INTERNATIONAL EX- 
POSITION AT PARIS!!!!! 


-o HE dilatory policy of the managers of the 
International Exhibition at Paris, in with- 
holding from the public the names of the 

successful competitors for awards has justly ex- 
cited the indignation of the American people, 
who have not been permitted to know what 
honors have been carried off by their fellow- 
citizens. 

Being in full sympathy with this feeling, 
Puck has procured, through his special coin- 
missioners in Paris, and at vast trouble and ex 
pense, a copy of the hitherto unpublished list 
of awards, from which he has extracted the 
following mom randum of hon rs decree! to 
American ¢xiibiters: and his pleasure at being, 





as ever, the first in the journalistic field, dis- 
tancing all competitors, is heightened on this 
occasion by the fact that he feels sure of an- 
nouncing a very agreeable and decidedly un- 
expected piece of news to many of those emi- 
nent citizens who figure in this Schedule. 


SECTION I—NATURAL PRODUCTS. 


Cass 5 —GROUP 9 —PHENOMENA. 
1st prize, gold medal, to General B. F. But- 
ler, of Massachusetts, for finest specimen of 
unmitigated cheek. 
No second prize. 
Crass 9 —Group 8—ORAaToRS. 
1st prize, greenback medal, to Denis Kear- 
ney, for choicest crop of oaths cultivated by 
Chinese methods, also model of a pool of issues. 
Honorable mention —Roscoe Conkling, best 
sample of ambrosial curl. 
Ciass 11 —GRoUP 2—PENMEN. 
2d prize, Pinchbeck medal, to John Foley 
for excellent attempts at cultivating the rare 
cerea] known as Press unanimity. 
4th prize, brass medal, to Whitelaw Reid, 
for raising, in the face of almost insuperable 
difficulties, a new subscriber. 
Crass 15 -Group 5 —GALoorts. 
Ist prize, gold medal, to Me. clagies, finest 
exhibit of dainphool. 


\ 








2d prize, silver medal, to Mr. O’Leary, 
scarcely inferior specimen. 

SuB-sEcTION I—C.Lass 1—GrRovuP 1— 
MUSHROOMS. 


1st prize, gold medal, to Judge Hilton, ex- 
hibition of gratitude to his maker—A. T. S. 


SECTION II—MANUFACTURES. 
Crass 3 —GRouP 2—MONoMANIACS. 

1st prize, gold medal, to Chas. A. Dana, best 
stamp of fraud first triumphant in American 
history: 

CLass 5—GRouP 17-—SESQUIPEDALISTS. 

Ist prize, gold medal, jeweled in several 
holes, to William M. Evarts for double-welded- 
linked sentences. 

Cass 6—Group 5—FINANCIERS. 

Ist prize, bronze medal, to John Kelly, for 
improved city government engine, one man 
power. 

4th prize, tin medal, to Peter Cooper, for 
patent toy with air cushion and fiat money 
combination. 

Crass 8— Group 3—SalInTs, 

5th prize, brass medal, tu Jay Gould, for im- 

proved back-action stock cornering machine. 
Ciass 9 -Group 4 —ECCLESIASTES. 

Ist prize, goid medal, to Ve Witt C. Talmage, 

for unproved methods of examining elevhants. 
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| 2d prize, silver medal, to Henry 
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He is finally escorted to the menagerie by an ex- 8. Meanwhile the gentleman from the menagerie, 
cited and enthusiastic populace, who shower upon him having attired himself in the garments of Mr. Kokenutt, 
af many tokens of esteem and appreciation. marches out of the bathroom with all the honors, and 
Y strikes, by instinct, for the table d’héte. 





10. Ina way that calls for the interference of the II. 
hotel-boarders, who reason with him on a delicate point 
of etiquette, pointing out that it is eminently incorrect to 
eat bath-buns by means of the off-foot while drinking 
Sauterne. 


This little solecism leads to the incarceration of the 
member from the menagerie in the very cage occupied 
by the unfortunate Mr. Kokenutt. The warmth of their 
meeting awakens the highly intellectual citizens of 
Negerbrunn to a sense of the situation. 











Ward 
Beecher, for machinery for obtaining plenary | code. 
indulgence from the Pope. | 4th prize, tin medal, to Lachine Courtney, 
3d prize, tin medal, to Wm. H. Vanderbilt, | Salt River, for superior ability as a salesman. 
for perfection of iron-clad wills and spirit-ad- CLass 1o—GRouP 3—PHILANTHROPISTS. 


— attachment. ; ist prize, gold medal, to Edward Reinhardt, 
SECTION III—ARTS AND SCIENCES. 


® Staten Island, for superior method of packing 


Crass 2—Group 3—FOssILs. 

2nd prize, silver medal, to Samuel J. Tilden, 
15 Gramercy Park, for superior and appro- 
priate specimen of mummy-case. 

4th prize, tin medal, to Manton Marble, of 
Florida, for india-rubber doll-baby, to say 
‘Dammit!’ when its stomach is pressed. 

Crass 3—Group 1—DakRLINGs. 

Ist prize, gold medal, to Ruthy B. Hayes, 
Washington, Ohio, for patent frilled night- 
cap. 

a prize, silver medal, to U. S. Minister 
Welsh; court of St. James’s, for patent male 
osculator. 

Crass 8— Group 6 —NUISANCES. 

Ast prize, gold medal, to George the Count 
Joannes, fur patent vest and improved manner 
of pulling down same. 

2d ist prize, Goloid medal, to Anna Dick- 
inson, for retiring from the stage. 

CLass y—-Group 1—FRaups. 
3d prize, bronze medal, to Samuel J. Til- ington, for monster exhibit of self. 


meat; also for improved barrel; also honorable 
mention for meat and peculiar variety of 
bigamy. 
Ciass 12—Group 6—GENIUSEs, 

1st prize, gold medal, to J.G. Bennett, New 
York, for original application of polo to jour- 
nalism. 

4th prize, tin medal, to Nym Crinkle, N. Y. 
Sun, for fine collection of epileptic articles, 


Cass 14—GROUP 11—REFORMERS. 
1st prize, gold medal, to Eli Perkins, Marines- 
town, N. Y., for statue of “ ‘l'ruth,” with modern 
improvements. 





Crass 15 —Group 1--F0G-HORNS. 


4th prize, tin medal, to Robert Ingersoll, 
ordan Crossing, for prize-poem—‘‘ Sonnet to 
8 Pp P 


Heli.” 
Ciass 16—Group 1—HEaAvy WEIGHTs. 








den, 15 Gramercy Park, for improved cipher | 


| 
| 


| 


Mr. Simian. Kokenutt and the Royal Ethiopian Water-Cure. 








There, however, he distinguishes himself 





12. And Mr. Simian Kokenutt is liberated, provided 
with a table-cloth, and accompanied to the Grand Hotel 
des Bains by the entire male population of Negerbrunn, 
vindicated and victorious, like Pompey entering Rome in 


triumph. And his rheumatism is cured. 


Cass 29 —GROUP 33— UNCLASSIFIED. 
Supplementary prize, plate of clam chowder, 
to Thomas A. Edison, New Jersey, for patent 
back-action - reversible - gilt-edged - double-bar- 
reled-portable inventing machine. 


THE COMING WOMAN, 


THE COMING WOMAN is evidently Miss C. G. 
Nation. The other day the Ithaca papers 
announced the wedding of a young white 
woman to a negro, and the Sun has since 
received a letter from the fair bride of another 
‘“‘“moke”’ in which she says that in New York 
and Brooklyn (we call Talmage’s attention to 
the fact that Brooklyn is included) at least 
fifteen hun:ired pale-faced maidens have been 
joined—we may say blended—to colored men. 
Then Jere. Black’s wife is a white woman! 
But more astonishing than anything else is the 
fact that Harper's Bazar, in its last number 
(Oct. 12), publishes a full-page picture of a very 
black young nigger and a very pretty white girl 








| twined in each other’s arms —the picture being 


entitled, “ The Lovers.” Harper's Bazar/ the 
journal a la mode, the leader of fashion. That 
settles it. ‘‘ Mr. Fred. Douglass, you take this 
woman to be your lawful, wedded wife?” etc. 


ist prize, gold medal, to David Davis, Wash- | “*What have you to say, Miss Anthony, why 


| sentence should not be passed upon you ?” 
| 
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SOUL TO SOLE. 


**AMABEL, with nut-brown hair 

Floating over forehead fair 

As the pale blush roses are, 
What's the matter? 


With me your secret sorrow share, 

Divulge to me your ‘carking care,’ 

And grief to the four winds of air 
Will scatter.”’ 


‘** Horatio, I was not aware 

That I had any grief to bear; 

The trouble is—I did not pare 
My bunions 


Ere I put on this tight new pair 

Of gaiter-boots you see me wear, 

And my poor feet as tender are 
As onions.” 


FINESSE. 

BY A **BACCA” LAUREATE. 
THOUGH day by day I travel nigh 
Tobacco stores, I never buy 
The <¢ filthy weed ’’—oh, no, for I 


Know better. 


My game is this—I do intend, 

As often as I meet a friend, 

To ask him unto me to lend 
His *‘ Solace ” 


Or ** Virgin Leaf”’ or ** Plug” or what- 
Soever he may have. I’m not 
Particular, so that he has got 

Tobacco. 


I take a chew, and when it’s gone 

I ‘*skirmish” for another one; 
Though, I confess, it seems not sweet 
To know that some call me a * beat.” 
Yet I care not, for in this way 


I get enough to chew each day. 
W.M.L. 





AUSTRALIAN CRICKET ON OUR HEARTH, 


KS. 1788 two or three convict ships from 
_ England cast anchor in Botany Bay, New 





=” South Wales, Australia. Their disreputable | 
freight formed a settlement under their proper ) 
officials. ‘The place was called Sydney, and it | 
is beautifully situated on the shores of one of 
the finest harbors in the world, Port Jackson. 
This was the first Australian colony. It flourished. 
More convicts were sent out. Wool became an 
article of export} gold was discovered; popula- 
tion increased; adventurers ofall nations flocked 
to the country, many of whom were not, but 
ought to have been convicts. Immigration was 
encouraged; other colonies were formed; trade 
and wealth increased, and‘ Australia, with a 
white population of something under two mil- 
lions, now bids fair to become quite a respect- 
able nation, and a great cricketing country. 

There is nothing remarkably funny in these 
facts, but Puck thinks there certainly is in the 
behavior of the Australian cricketing team who 
recently met a Philadelphia eleven. 

Puck is never ungenerous, he is willing to 
give these doughty Antipodean knights of the 
willow all the credit they deserve. Even allow- 
ing for the chances of the game, there is little 
doubt but that they would have won the match 
had time permitted, for the simple reason that 
they are better players. 

But these young Colonials have, in their 
enthusiasm for cricket, apparently entirely 
neglected the cultivation of manners. Perhaps 





such trifling commodities are not yet needed in 
so youthful, small and callow a community, but 
still some old-fashioned people in this country 
do expect to see something of the kind even in 
white men hailing from remote parts of the 
world. 

The unseemly exhibition of temper on their 
part in retiring from the cricket-field, and one 
of their number assuming the office of umpire 
and wicket-keeper at the same time, was a rude 
shock to Puck’s ideas of what John Bull, and 
presumably his colonial children, profess to 
love so much, viz.: fair play. But possibly 
these Colonials are but degenerate half-bred 
specimens of the sturdy old fellow’s stock. 
Suppose the umpire’s judgment or knowledge 
was at fault—what of that? There was another 
umpire for the other wicket—and what was 
sauce for the goose was sauce for the gander. 
The fate of an empire was not hanging on the 
result, nor was Australian cricketers’ reputation 
at stake, for they had already won their laurels 
in a cricketing country. 

Puck deeply regrets, young men, to be 
obliged to read you so severe a lesson, for he 
is an ardent lover of manly sports. 

He hopes, for the sake of the future Austra- 
lian empire, that there aré not many more 
amongst you who would have acted so meanly 
—if not, he thinks you might say with him in 
the words of Barrington: 


‘¢True patriots all; for, be it understood, 
We left our country for our country’s good.” 





FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 





No. LVIV. 
VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 


Ya-as, the last 
time I wote, I wefer- 
red to the cwicket 
match that the so- 
called Amerwicans 
twied to play with 
the Austwalians, 
and, of course, got 
thrwashed aw. Ihe- 
ah from weliable au- 
thorwity that this 

same Austwalian eleven fellaws have been play- 
ing at some place —I believe it’s called Phila- 
delphia—and aw dwew the match. They al- 
lowed the Philadelphia cwicketahs to wun up 
a good score. Don’t know the weason aw, but 
they did. But it was a wathah awkward busi- 
ness that it couldn’t be finished. 

There was some twouble about an Austwalian 
or a Philadelphian cwicketah being ‘‘out;” and 
I am cwedibly informed that the Austwalian 
men left the gwound because they got angwy at 
the umpire wemarking that the Amerwican 
cwicketah was all wight. Haven't the slightest 
doubt, yer know, that he weally was out; 
but I must say it was doosid bad taste of these 
gween Austwalian fellaws to make aw any fuss 
about the mattah; much bettah if they had 
submitted with a good gwace, for, in any case, 
they were bound to be completely victorwious, 
By a fluke, perwhaps, the Amerwicans might 
make plenty of wuns, but they couldn’t keep 
it up thrwoughout the season, and beat any 
cwack eleven. 

The colonial fellaws, who come fwom a pwim- 
itive and underbwed countwy, will pwobably 
impwove in mannahs fwom the example of the 
mothah countwy in two or, thrwee hundwed 
ye-ahs time. For the honah of Gweat Bwitain’s 
colonies, 1 wegwet that they made asses of 
themselves. ‘Too young, you compwehend, to 
have acquired pwopah bweeding; although, I 
suppose, they could beat any Amerwicans at 
the aw aw game, and would have won this 
match if they had the wequisite time to play 
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it out. The Antipodean team have now gone 
to Canada to see what those half-bwed Bwitish 
fellaws there can do in the way of cwicket aw. 
By the way, talking about Canada, a part of 
the countwy with which Jack is very well ac- 
quainted, the Governor-Gererwal—Dufferwin, 
yer know—has weturned to England, and 
Lorne and the Pwincess Louise have been pwe- 
vailed upon to come out to take charge of the 
people. It is not by any means impwobable 
that I shall wun up to Montweal to aw meet 
them. I suppose they'll expect it; besides, I 
used to go to school with Lorne, yer know; 
and Argyle, his father, isn’t at all a bad sort 
of a fellaw. 

The pwesent time is wather a sort of aw 
silly season, for nothing wemarkable is going 
on, at least so Jack says; altho’ severwal verwy 
interwesting things are daily wecorded, I be- 
lieve, in the aw aw newspapahs. 

One fellaw has been amusing himself by aw 
marwying twoor thrwee female cweatures, then 
murderwing one of them for wecweation, and 
packing her away in a barwel, which he _ bur- 
wied. Weally quite too widiculous aw, ’pon 
my soul, yer know. 

Then a gweat numbah of aw people in the 
southern part of the countwy, where it’s 
warmer, yer know, have had considerwable 
twouble with a fevah—I think it’s of a yellah 
color—and severwal hundweds — Jack~ says 
thousands—have thought it the corwect thing 
to aw die. Couldn’t verwy well help it, I sup- 
pose. This is, of course, much too serwious a 
subject to jest about; but as I nevah jest, it 
isn’t of the aw wemotest consequence. 

There have been waces—but I have ex- 
pwessed my opinion befaw on the Amerwican 
style of doing these things, so at pwesent don’t 
feel disposed to say anything about them, nor 
of fellaws who have been twying to walk against 
each othah like blasted idiots. 

Aw Mapleson—of London, yer know—is 
he-ah with operwa. Aw wather glad aw. I 
he-ah Newwy is coming. Shall look him up 
when he arwives. Viscount —Irwish family, 
yer know, but not bad form. He used to be 
verwy thick with Edinburwgh aw. 





Lapy—‘‘ How much is this a yard ?” 

CLerk —‘ Three dollars and a half. Itis an 
elegant material—double; it can be worn both 
sides. If you tear one side, you’ve only to turn 
it on the other.” 


“‘ Puck’s illustrations of Talmage going to 
see the elephant, in the current number, are 
the best things in the comic way that its artists 
have produced. But Puck is always happy in 
its pictorial efforts, and its humor is improv- 
ing.” —Cincinnati Saturday Night. 

Puck thanks his brilliant contemporary for 
the above kindly notice. It is quite pleusant 
to hear from such a disinterested source that his 





humor is improving. 
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¢ THE CYPHER DISPATCHES. 


ie UCK ‘is able to lay before his readers an 
advance assortment of the real, origi- 
nal dispatches in cypher that passed be- 
tween Samuel J. Tilden and Manton Marble 
and a united South. These were stolen from 
the Zribune, where there seem to be so many 
that may have been similarly obtained from 
somewhere else, that it’s not likely they will be 
missed. Millions of barrels of money were of- 
fered us by Sam. Tilden if we would suppress 
these damning proofs of his guilt; but as ccr- 
tain Republicans, high in office (we mean to 
seem as Hayesy as possible), have paid us a 
vastly larger sum for publishing them, we have 
decided to make a big spread about them. 
No. 1904 was sent by the Governors of 
neighboring Southern States, one to the other. 





1904. 4-11-44—Long its drinks a between while. 
‘ GQ. Z. 
[Translation. ] 
1904, Governor of South Carolina, Dear Sir: It’s a 
long while between drinks. 
Gov. or N.C. 


Puck rejoices to say that he is able to lay 
before his friends the reply of the Governor of 
South Carolina, which was as follows: 


1905. Think what fool now I am a as I am do drunk 
you. 4-11-44. 
[{Translation. } 
1905. Gov. or N.C.: What do you think I am? I 


am drunk as a fool now. Gov. or S.C, 


In the next cypher dispatch we begin to per- 
ceive the hellish plot of the united South and 
its cohorts in Gramercy Square. 


1907. TIL. SAMDEN: Laundry if the you don’t out 
send shirts me my a get dollar can't and I a half, 
DouBLe M. 
[ Translation. } 
1907. SAM TILDEN: If you don’t send me a dollar 
and a half, I can’t get my shirts out of the laundry. 
M. MARBLE. 


The reply to this was sent in plain English 
(so bold were the conspirators growing), and 
was in these words: 


1908. MANTON MARBLE: Where is the last barrel 


of money I sent you? 
SAM. J. TILDEN. 


As showing clearly how desperate the con- 
spirators were at one time, note the following 
shameless correspondence: 


1909. TiL. SAMDEN: He says nigger I a found voted 
who Hayes 164 here for times. S. H. A, 


[ Translation. | 


1909. SAMUEL J. TILDEN: I have a found a nigger 
who says he voted for Hayes 164 times. 
A. S, HEWITT. 


Tilden replied by lightning to the following 
effect: 


1910. Why don’t you have him arrested? 


Then Hewitt replied—and here one sees the 
defiant attitude of the artful emissaries: 


1911.—T1L. SAMDEN: Can’t nigger because I damned 
the lied. HEwIrTT. 


[Translation. ] 


1911. SAM. J. TILDEN: I can’t, because the damned 
nigger lied, Hewitt. 


Finally came the end of all this idle schem- 
ing. Manton Marble sent to Tilden a fabrica- 
tion so enormous that Tilden began to suspect 
he was the butt of those whom he had believed 
to be his friends. He lost all interest in the 


election returns, and took to violent horseback 
exercise in Gramarcy Square, leaving the con- 
spirators to shift for themselves. Marble’s mes- 
sage, that brought about this sudden distrust, 


PUCK. 


ANOTHER ADAPTATION OF MODERN IMPROVEMENTS. } 



































DISTINGUISHED DIVINE (fo recent Convert): ‘‘We propose to baptize you by the 
Turkish Bath method. It is really the only means to scrub your years of sin out of you !” 





Tit. SAMDEN: 7yibune leading the American | 
t=) 
MARBLE. 


2061. 


‘ AN exchange says that too little of our maga- 
is the Journal. 5 


| zine literature emanates from ministerial pens, 
2061, SAMUEL J. TILDEN: The 77idune is the lead- | _ cage, Fats arg weer cont write agg. s 
ing American Journal. « MARBLE. | that they have their hands full with their con- 
| gregations—that is, the she-portion. 
Contributor’s mem. to the Editor.—I send | —_— 
you the cypher dispatches, and keep the money | ‘‘ARE perambulators poisonous ?” asks the 
myself, feeling sure that you will be proud to | World. We can’t say, as we never eat more 
hear that, although obliged to issue a periodi- | than one or two at a meal, without the baby, 
cal for a living (I can say, without flattery, that | and carefully avoid Central Park and Madison 
Puck is the most enjoyable comic journal in | Square when there are any in the atmosphere. 
the world, and really out-punches Punch), you 
have been the means of my securing a princely 
fortune. Pui FULLER. 


[ Translation. | 





|; A FASHION item tells us, it is a freak to have 
| hats made entirely of feathers. It is not an 
| unfrequent freak of some high-toned people out 

west, and even east, to costume their neighbors 
| entirely with feathers, with the addition of tar. 


! 








THE THEATRES. 





Wa Ltack’s is reveling «in the somewhat 7 h ; 
faded splendors of old comedy. Having de- Answers for E Aneious. 
voted one week to the revivification of Sheridan | —— 
and one to Holcroft, Mr. Wallack now gives | 
up a third to a judicious alternation of the two 
dramatists. The skeptical nineteenth century 
is beginnung to have its doubts concerning the 
artistic infallibility of the playwrights of past 
generations; but if anything can save and up- 
hold the waving fame of the classic comedies, 
it is the interpretation which they invariably 
receive at the one house that alone posesses the 
material to produce them. 

The Broadway gives us Mr. J. B. Albaugh 
as Louis the Eleventh. We shall have ata fw- 
ture time something to say about this gentle- | 
man’s personation. 

At the Standard J. K. Emmet with his own 
company shows what he can do with his ‘‘ New 
Fritz.” 

“Ta Cigale” with Lotta looms up in the 
distance at the Park. It is played in London 
under the title of the ‘““Grasshopper’’, ah, which 
naturally suggests the opera at the 

Academy of Music, which opens to-night 


Lerric.—Let up. 

HASELTINE.—She wont. 

FIGARO.—You are too ubiquitous. Some day you will 
strike some editorial meteor and get knocked out of 
time—yes, paragraphs and all. 

BILLIKENS.—Wé have no fatal fault to find with your 


work. It lacks maturity, that is all. Protracted immer- 
sion of brine might be of some benefit, if the brine were 
very strong. 

Turr.—We have no doubt that your poem is a very 
fine article in the way of sporting poesy.. But it is a kind 
of thing that we couldn't do justice to-—not with our 
types. To bring out its subtle and delicate beauties you 
need at the least a three-sheet poster, and letters four 
inches long. Don’t throw that gemsaway on us, don’t. 


WILHELMJ.—Go off with that other young man who 
plays the violin. You would chum well together. There 





is a kind of poetical abstraction about you both, that 
And then 
you could meet on a common ground of lofty artistigy 


under Manager Mapleson’s auspices with devastation above all the petty details of this earth—that 
Campanini and Etelka Gerster,—and Signor | would be another bond to link your kindred natures. 
j 


makés us sure your Souls would harmonize. 





was as follows: 





Arditi as Conductor—in ‘‘ Sonnambula.” And then, besides, neither of you can write paragraphs 
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PUCK. 








THE END. 
I. 
HIERO. 


TYRANT named Hiero reigned in Créte, 
The ruler of ten thousand gleaming spears. 
When he walked forth, loud rang the peo- 

ple’s cheers. 

His city rose where purple waters beat 

Wide, level plains, all rich with golden wheat. 

His soul had never known love’s joys or fears, 

* Though eyes and lips lay siege thereto for years— 

Eyes bright as stars, and lips like honey sweet. 

His will was law; no one dare say him nay; 

And loudly did he laugh, and loudly boast 
That he alone was monarch in the land. 

And as he spoke, across the rippling bay 
A great ship bore straight on toward the coast, 

And soon her keel plowed through the shining 
sand. 


II. 
XANTIPPE. 


Gold-haited and radiant asa sun-lit morn, 
When June’s bright skies bend uver swaying trees, 
And garden paths echo the song of bees. 
Seeming a goddess from the blue sea born, 
A rose Imperial, blooming free of thorn, 
Amaiden came. Her white robe in the breeze 
Fluttered and fell, and showed by slow degrees 
Charms such as fair Olympian dames adorn. 
Hiero, standing on the wide sea-wall 
Where beat the waves, looked at her passing by, 
A great light in his honest, eager eyes. 
Ah! he who late was ruler now was thrall; 
The maiden’s glance mace his a coy reply, 
And soon sweet wedding bells his realm surprise. 


Ill. 
KISMET, 

Woe! woe! Hiero! Ere a year had passed, 

The people, once so prompt to shout and cheer 
When he walked forth, greeted him with a sneer 

Slowly he paced the streets with eyes downcast, 

Or on the shore, when wildly raged the blast, 
Roamed sad and lone: the seabirds flew a-near, 
And seemed to taunt him with a paltry fear. 

One night the sailors saw a shadowy mast 

Melt in the waves, and empty was the throne. 

He left behind a scroll, some hard words wrung 
From sombre moods: ‘‘Oh,man, take heed, nor say 

Your strength is great; for all the power you own 
Will not avail against a woman’s tongue; 

I write this, who ten thousand spears can sway.” 
Tuos. S. COLLIER. 








THE CAMEL’S BACK. 


BETTER-HEARTED fellow than Tom 
—let us’spare his feelings, and allow a 
to take the place of his surname— 





never lived. 

Tom is married, and happy in the possession 
of a dear little wife who leads him lovingly by 
the nose, 

‘He ‘is as modest as a proper-minded school- 
girl, but manly withal. Never having had a 
sister, he was wont to look upon the fair sex as 
awful divinities, and Mrs. Tom is indebted for 
her present happy state to an extra glass of 
something stronger than soda-water; for, as 
Tom afterwards jocularly confessed, if the 
champagne. had rot “ popped” first, he coudd 
not have done so. 

‘Tom, dear,” said his wife gently, not long 
after the happy event. 

“ Well, love ?” 

‘¢T want a new white skirt, dear.” 

‘Of course, my love; a dozen, if you like. 
Come with me and get them now.” 

“TI can’t go down town, Tom, and I want 











INCREASING POPULARITY OF THE ELECTRIC CURE. 

























SPARROW with the gout in his left foot, (to Female Acquaintance with cold in her head): 


‘* Big thing, this Electricity, my dear Madam! 


I’ve been remarkably benefited, myself— 


I’m subject to slight muscular pains in my foot, you know—Oh, no! not hereditary by any 


means, I assure you—but rather annoying. 








you to bring me a nice white skirt home from | 


Barége’s.” 
** Eh ?” said Tom quickly, coloring a trifle. 
** You don’t mind the trouble, dear Tom ?” 
added his wife, in her usual coaxing tones. 


**Oh, of course not, Polly; but I say, dar-. 


ling—” 

“Well, Tom ?” 

“Do you mean one of those things you 
wear under your frock ?” 

“My ‘frock’ indeed! you silly old goose. 
My dress, you mean. It zs what I wear under 
my dress.” 





A long pause and.a blank look on Tom’s | 


face. 

At length thus ventured Tom: 

«There are saleswomen at Barége’s, Polly?” 

‘* Yes, principally.” 

Another pause. 

Presently Tom stammered out: 

**T say Poll.” 

‘* Well, Tom ?” 

*¢ Wouldn’t an over-skirt do as well ?” 

** No, you foolish old Tom. Why ?” 

‘Oh, nothing—ahem!—I was just thinking 
I’d rather ask a gal for an over-skirt.” 

“Ha! ha! Why, Tom?” 

**1 don’t know, Poll, except that it sounds 
more manly,” 


“¢ What a ridiculous idea!” and Polly laughed | 
| her fair person. 


heartily. 

** You won’t forget, Tom ?” 

‘*No, my darling.” 

And, although ‘l’om would have much pre- 
ferred to bring home a Krupp gun or a parlor 
stove on his back, he performed the mission to 
Polly’s satisfaction. So much so, indeed, that, 
not long after, Polly being confined to the 
house with a cold, and owing to laundry disar- 
rangements needing a pair of warm stockings 
at short notice, Tom was again commissioned 
to go to Barége’s. 

It was a cold day, but as he confronted the 
young lady at Barége’s he mopped his forehead. 

‘1 want—that is—my wife wants some— 
ahem—stockings.”’ 

** Yes, sir; what size?” replied the damsel, 
very naturally, not turning a hair. 

Tom, who never looked for such a contin- 
gency as this, held on to the counter, and sup- 
posed it was the usual size. 

The young lady smilingly made up a parcel, 
and ‘Tom paid and left—not even waiting for 
the change. 

A time came later—an awful time for Tom 
—he trembles to this hour when he thinks cf it 
—when it became imperative that he should 
purchase a night-dress for Polly. 

Three milk-punches got him into Baregés’s 
store. 

His heart leaped with ecstasy on seeing a 
salesman at the counter. 





| . . 
| carried down the stairs. 


Ah, yes, Science is making wonderful strides!” 


To him Tom whispered confidentially but 
nervously : 

‘¢ Just let me have a lady’s night-dress with- 
out any fuss. Any nice thing will do.” 

‘Yes, sir, certainly,” replied the polite 
clerk, whom, however, Tom could have stran- 
gled on the spot. ‘“ Here (to a pretty sales- 
lady), Miss Puff, show this gentleman those 
double-tucked night-gowns with the insertion.” 

“This way, if you please, sir,” said the 
young lady, with a sweet smile, as she mounted 
to the next floor, ‘‘ up-stairs.”’ 

Tom looked appealingly at the salesman, to 
whom he would have given a fifty-dollar bill, 
had he accompanied him; but that individual 
was engaged with a new customer, utterly obli- 
vious of Tom and his torments. 

Tom tried to whistle and look unconcerned. 
Miserable failure. He doesn’t know how he 
got up those stairs, and when he did arrive 
there, to make matters worse, there were—he 
thought—about a thousand girls, and not the 
ray of aman. Besides, night-dresses-were not 
a patch on the extraordinary and multifarious 
samples of feminine underwear there dis- 
played. 

Alas! poor Tom. 

Once more came up the question as to size. 

*‘About mine?” queried the girl, bewitch- 
ingly holding the garment up, and covering 


Tom really couldn’t swear that he was not 
Ultimately he found 
himself in the street with a parcel under his 
arm; which parcel proved to be Polly’s night- 
dress. Of course she was delighted, for it cost 
a fabulous sum. 

For some time Tom was sent on no more 
errands, and he began to forget his past suffer- 
ings; but one dark day Polly said softly: 

“Tom,” 

Tom had an idea that something dreadful 
was in store for him, but he answered the voice 
that he loved: 

“Yes, my Polly.” 

“‘T want you to bring me home, duckie 
dumpling, from Barége’s, a nice pair of—” 

*“No, I’m blessed if I will!” roared Tom, 
leaping from his chair, and rushing wildly from 
the room. ‘Get ’em yourself, Poll. I 
must draw the line somewhere,” he mut- 
tered as he went down-town, “‘and I’ll draw it 
at night-dresses. No, no, Polly, that would be 
the last straw.” 

But poor Polly only wanted him to bring 
her home a pair of seventy-five buttoned gloves ; 
although -there’s no knowing but what she 
might, at some future time, have commissioned 
Tom to buy those other articles which were in 
his mind when, for the first time, he refused 
his Polly a favor. 

A. L, 
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PATIENT KITTY. 


By James Payn. 
(Continued.) 








22, OULD you ask lim to write to Kitty ?” 
AQYy said I simply. I had a selfish hope 
that I might be spared the telling of 
his disgrace with my own lips. 

‘‘We could, of course,” said Mr. Halland; 
‘but if you will take our acvice, you will not 
ask it. He would only unsettle her by dwell- 
ing, perhaps, upon possibilities that may never 
be realized. We are very sorry for you. We 
shall think no worse of you, but better, for 
having spoken in his behalf; but his case is in 
our oninion a hopeless one. It will be best, 
much best, to represent it as being so to your 
sister.” 

Then I made my bow and departed in sad 
distress, only, ere I did so, Mr. John Halland 
held out his hand, which had never been done 
to me, or t» any of the clerks, as I believe, be- 
fore; an hour before it would have made me 
very proud, but there was small comfort to me 
now in any such mark of honor. 

I found Kitty that evening, as usual, at her 
embroidery, in which kind of work she had 
really attained a great proficiency; she had 
called to me from the parlor as I came in, in a 
bright cheery way, which showed me that she 
had some good news to communicate, doubt- 
less concerning increased prices paid to her by 
those who bought her work; but the smile 
faded from her face directly she caught sight 
of mine. 

“There is nothing the matter with Fred- 
eric ?”’ cried she, with agitation. 

“Not as to health, darling; but in other 
ways, alas! there is.”” And then I told her all. 
It was an easier task than | expected, from her 
never making the least interruption; but listen- 
ing with pale face and rigid lips until the end— 
and even when I had done there was no outburst. 

‘ Then you believe, Frank, that Frederic 
Raynor, your old friend, has been guilty of a 
fraud ?” was all she said. 

*« My darling,” cried I, ‘‘I have no choice 
but to believe it, though Heaven knows I would 
give all I have to think him innocent. He has 
confessed to it himself.” 

‘* Did you hear him? did you see him ?” in- 
quired Kitty, in quick passionate tones. 

‘* No, dear; but both the Messrs. Hallands 
were present when—”’ 

‘‘ What do I care for the Messrs. Hallands ?” 
she broke forth. ‘‘ What do I know of them 
that I should believe it night because they say 
so, although the sun is shining? I do know 
Fred. He is good and honest, generous and 
kind. If your employers called your sister a 
thief, would you believe them then? It would 
be more likely to be true than this is. It is 
they who are thieves, for they have stolen his 
good name.” 

I could not have dreamt that there was such 
force and fury in Kitty’s gentle nature, as 
shone forth in her looks andtone; they did not 
spare even myself. 

. ‘* You are a coward, and not worthy of such 
a friend, Frank. If I had been in your place, 
I would have said, ‘ You lie! you lie!’” 

‘* My darling, calm yourself,” said I as gen- 
tly as I could, for I really feared that, in her 
extreme excitement, she would do herself some 
serious mischief. ‘‘It is a question of proof 
and fact. If a man confesses to a crime, there 
is an end to all doubts.” 

‘« Let him confess it to me,” cried she; ‘let 
him tell me with his own lips, ‘I have falsified 
my father’s accounts; I have robbed the men 
who gave me bread.’ And not even then 
would I say, ‘I believe it.’ I would say, ‘ You 
are mad, and know not what you say.’” 

It was idle, of course, to reason with her 








after this, and I did not attempt to doso. I 
spoke of the probability of Raynor’s writing to 
her himself before he left England; for I had 
made up my mind, in spite of Mr. Halland’s 
advice, to ask him to do so. It was clear that 
no hand but his coukd open her eyes; and he 
was bound—alas, I could no longer say ‘in 
honor’”’—but in common humanity, to release 
her from her engagement. 

“If he writes to say he is innocent,” said I, 
“then I will believe him, though you and I 
should be the only persons to do so.” 

‘He will not do that,” answered the girl; 
‘‘ for he will know that I shall take his inno- 
cence for granted.” 

And so the matter was left. In the letter I 
addressed to Frederic Raynor, I adjured him 
to make a clean breast of the matter in which 
he stood accused, for my sister’s sake If he 
was guiltless he had only to say so, and we two 
at least would continue to hold him innocent, 
though all the world should be on the other 
side. But if he had really disgraced himself, 
was it not his duty to confess it to us, that time 
might erase his image from my sister’s heart, 
and leave it open to the reception of another? 
I put all this in as gentle language as I could, 
consistently with Kitty’s interest, but I felt that 
they were hard terms. It was humiliation 
enough that he had already owned his crime 
to his employers, without my constituting my- 
self his father-confessor; and it must be added 
that after that affair of the music hall I had 
not the confidence in his word which I now 
professed. 

His reply was of an evasive nature; he did 
not write to Kitty at all; and only these few 
words to me, with neither commencement nor 
signature: ‘‘ Kitty is quite free, and may her 
next choice be a less unhappy one. God bless 
you both.” 

Of course this was tantamount to an acknow- 
ledgment of his crime; but it was not precisely 
so, which I thought cruel. I saw that my poor 
sister was not even yet convinced by it; so, 
without saying one word to her, I went down 
to Clapham that very morning to see Frederic 
face to face. He had set off to Liverpool to 
go on board ship an hour before I arrived; and 
on my asking to see his father, I was informed 
that Mr. Jacob Raynor was too ill to speak 
with anyone. 

I said nothing of this to Kitty, but by some 
means or other she had found out where I had 
been, and thanked me for all the pains I had 
taken on her account. ‘I have only one fa- 
vor more to ask,” she said, ‘‘in connection 
with this subject; and when of course I an- 
swered, “It is granted, darling,” she said, 
‘‘ Pray promise me never to speak to me of 
Fred again.” She did not even ask for his 
last note, which I therefore kept in my own 
possession. In looking at it, as I sometimes 
did, though always with a keen sense of pain, 
it struck me how like the writing was to the 
elder Raynor’s; this, however, 1 had often no- 
ticed before; it was the case even with the 
formation of his figures, and that (and the 
Devil) had doubtless put it into his head to 
falsify his father’s books. 


II, 


UNDER no circumstances, it is probable, 
would the firm have prosecuted Fred; but the 
defalcations of which he had been guilty were 
not very serious, and only extended over eigh- 
teen months or so. ‘They were discovered 
quite accidentally by Mr. Halland; though, 
had it been otherwise—tnat is, if Mr. Raynor 
himself had found them out—I did not believe 
he would have concealed his son’s depravity 
for an instant. It shocked me to think that 
each of those ‘‘ windfalls,” of which the un- 
happy young fellow used to talk so lightly, had 


probably been a successful fraud upon his em- 

ployers, and I no longer wondered at the hag- 

gard and weary looks which had accompanied 

his introduction to crime. I should have de- 

sired Kitty to return those little presents to 

her, which I felt had not been his to give, but 

that, in the first place, my lips were sealed upon 

all concerning him; and, secondly, I knew 

those relics of her lost love were her greatest 
treasures. I never saw them, but when I came 
upon her suddenly sometimes, she would lock 
ner little desk, and rise from it with such a look 
as a devotee might wear caught on her knees 
(by one of another faith) before a shrine. She 
did not mope nor show by any outward sign 
that her young hopes were withered; she even 
redoubled her solicitude, always great, for my 
home comfort; but I felt that in her case life 
was no longer a blessing to be enjoyed, but a 
long tedious road to be trodden with a bur- 
then, only to be laid down on that last mile- 
stone which stands at the head of our graves, 
Of course I hoped otherwise at first; that the 
poor girl would gradually forget the man who 
had thus trodden out the wellspring of her 
youth and happiness; but in the end I could 
come to no other conclusion. 

In less than a year, though still comely, Kitty 
had lost the good looks which belong to girl- 
hood, and only needed the garb of the pious 
sisterhood to enroll her with those who have 
given up the world and affianced themselves to 
Heaven. Instead of the work which she had 
so assiduously pursued for love’s sake, she now 
gave up her leisure time in ministrations among 
the poor. 

It was more than a month after his son’s ca- 
tastrophe before Mr. Jacob Raynor reappeared 
at the office, and when he did so, he was 
scarcely recognizable. His hair, which had 
been iron gray, was now become snow white; 
his erect form was bowed; and instead of look- 
ing those who spoke with him in the face, he 
studiously kept his eyes averted from them, 
and generally fixed upon the ground. There 
was no need to speak of the disgrace that his 
only son had inflicted on him, for it could be 
read in his face, in his voice, and even in his 
very movements, which, heretofore somewhat 
stiff and pompous, had become vague and 
shambling. For my own part, I confess (though 
I could not but pity him) his presence was 
even less agreeable to me than before, though 
it had no longer any fears for me; he never 
asked us for subscriptions to this or that bene- 
volent object now; never found fault with our 
| caligraphy; never administered little private 
lectures of his own, or invited us to attend his 
public ones. But | could not forget that if 
this man had been less unyielding in the matter 
of his son’s affections, less stern in forbidding 
him both companionship and correspondence 
with the object of them, Fred would never 
have gone so fatally astray. He had, it is true, 
acted within his rights as a father, but he had 
exercised them, as it seemed to me, in a man- 
ner inconsistent with those professions of kind- 
liness and goodwill to all men, of the. genuine- 
ness of which I was still far from doubting. 
Indeed, one of the most painful features of his 
case was that his occupation in the way of pub- 
lic well-doing seemed to have gone, simply 
through lack, not of will, but of ‘‘ heart” tor 
it; his backbone, as one of my fellow-clerks 
expressed it, appeared to have slipped out, and 
left him limp, yet with no one to lean on; and it 
was rumored that at home he would now sit for 
hours muttering to himself and staring at the 
wall, He did his office work, notwithstanding, 
with his usual mechanical exactness, so that 
there was no need for his employers to extend 
to him the indulgence which would certainly 
not have been wanting, however inadequately 
he might have served them. 

Neither they nor their subordinates ever ven- 
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tured to speak to him concerning his son, but 
it was somehow generally understood that the 
old man was saving all he could, and sending 
it from time to time across the seas for the ben- 
efit of the unhappy exile. I had no doubt 
that, now his expenses in the way of public 
charity had ceased, these savings were consid- 
erable; but I took no account of them in con- 
nection with my poor sister; if Frederic Ray- 
nor had grown ever so prosperous, whether by 
his own exertions or by his father’s help, I 
could not have welcomed him as a brother-in- 
law; and I should have been sorry to hear of 
his return to England because I knew Kitty 
loved him still’ My affection for my sister 
must be my excuse for any hardness I may 
seem to have shown towards my former friend; 
and indeed by reason of the change I saw in 
her, and of the indignation I experienced on 
beholding it, my very employment with Hal- 
land Brothers had become distasteful to me, 
from its connection with her misfortune. 
Otherwise I had reason to be more than satis- 
fied with the behavior of the firm, who (doubt- 
less from what I had told them on that un- 
happy day, though they never referred to it) 
had become unexpectedly alive to my merits, 
and conferred upon me considerable promo- 
tion. When I brought her the good news, 
Kitty congratulated me much more warmly 
than I had expected; it seemed to me that 
there was a certain unpleasantness in deriving 
prosperity from a source which, however indi- 
rectly, had been the ruin of her happiness; but 
her characteristic unselfishness (as I supposed) 
prevented the dear girl from looking on the 
matter with a jaundiced eye, but rather re- 
garded it as the natural reward of good desert. 

About four years after poor Fred’s departure, 
during which time not one word had dropped 
concerning him from his father’s lips, an im- 
portant change took place in the office. 

It had been, as I have mentioned, the custom 
ever since its establishment for one at least of 
the members of the firm to reside on the busi- 
ness. premises, and they had up to this time 
been inhabited by the younger Mr. Halland; 
but circumstances now occurred (and very un- 
expected they were, namely, his marriage) 
which took him elsewhere. 

Mr. Jacob Raynor was thereupon requested 
to take his place, and certainly in a very grati- 
fying way. In order to keep up the rule of the 
house, he was to take possession as residént 
partner; a considerable sum, amounting indeed 
to £2,000, being paid over to him at the same 
time as his necessary qualification. 

Indifferent as he had long become to most 
matters, this seemed to rouse the old man from 
his lethargy, though, curiously enough, withovt 
producing any exultation. He seemed to be 
impressed by the magnitude of his new respon- 
sibility rather than by its advantages, and went 
about with a more thoughtful face than ever, 
though his manner was no longer.so absent and 
dreamy as heretofore. By his promotion a 
step was gained by all the juniors, and for my 
part I found myself the second clerk, the du- 
ties of which post brought me into immediate 
contact with the principals. Accordingly, on 
the very morning after Mr. Raynor had taken 
possession, I was the first to go into his private 
room (lately occupied by Mr. Halland, junior,) 
with the usual pile of office letters. This apart- 
ment was on the ground floor, but separated 
from the rest of the premises by a long stone 
passage, and insured an absolute privacy for 
all business interviews. I did not much relish 
my new employment, on account of its bring- 
ing me into connection with Mr, Raynor; but 
if 1 had known what was to have come of it, | 
would rather have been a junior all my days 
than have gone through such an experience. 

The first object that met my eyes as I en- 
tered the parlor (as it was called) was the new 





partner sitting in his chair, with his head fallen 
forward on the desk before him in a pool of 
blood; a pistol was clutched in his right hand, 
with which he had with terrible literalness 
blown his brains out, for they were scattered 
on the opposite wall. 

It appeared afterwards that he had not been 
to bed the previous night at all, but had sat up 
where I had found him, and shortly after day- 
light had committed the fatal deed; but at that 
time so overcome was I by the shock that I 
understood little beyond the fact that the un- 
happy man, whose life had been one at least 
of good intentions, and which had certainly 
been actuated by good principles, had put an 
end to his existence by his own hand. All 
business was of course suspended fur that day, 
and I was obliged to te 1 Kitty what had occur-- 
red (even if I could have kept so sad a secret 
to myself, which 1s doubtful) to explain my re- 
turn home at such an unusually early hour. 
All she said was, ‘God forgive him!” and 
then, as if involuntarily, ‘‘ My poor Fred!” 
which showed whither the thoughts of her 
bruised heart were tending still. 

I was of course a witness at the inquest, 
where the fact of Mr. Raynor’s suicide was 
clearly proved, and attributed, doubtless right- 
ly, to the right source, namely, perturbation of 
mind induced by his sudden change of fortune 
acting upon an enfeebled system. 

The day after the funeral I was sent for by 
the surviving partners, when the following: par- 
ticulars were communicated to me. Mr. Ray- 
nor had shot himself from remorse. It was he, 
and not his son, who had robbed his employers, 
and poor. Fred had known it, and sacrificed 
himself for his father’s sake. All this was 
stated ina letter written by the unhappy man 
before he destroyed himself. “ I am the guilti- 
est wretch alive,” it said, ‘‘and the most cow- 
ardly; and it was to save me from the fate 
which is now about to overtake me, that my 
Frederic accepted underserved shame. He 
knew that I could never survive exposure, after 
my long and public professions of goodness 
and welldoing. ‘They were not professions in 
a.false sense, for I believed in the utility of 
what I advocated, but an overweening vanity 
consumed me; I wished to be looked up to, 
not only as the deviser and agent of good in- 
stitutions, but as their patron; the money I 
stole from my employers was really dedicated 
to this end. I robbed that I might give the 
money away to deserving objects and gain a 
name for practical benevolence. If you think 
that a proof of madness, you will be charita- 
ble indeed. The money was not much, though 
it might have grown to be so had not the dis- 
covery taken place so early. This pistol has 
been in my hand before; my son found it 
there, and said, ‘‘ Let me bear the burthen, fa- 
ther, and do you live on.” That I let him do 
so was a far meaner act even than the robbery 
of my kind employers, yet I infamously sur- 
vived it. I saw him leave his native land in 
shame and ignominy; I knew that he was part- 
ing forever from the girl he loved; I knew that 
I was plunging others into unmerited misery: 
but what was that to me, who did not spare my 
own flesh and blood? For four years I have 
dragged on a wretched existence, poisoned by 
the knowledge of my own vileness, and made 
more wretched still by the good opinion men 
expressed of me; till at last you, my employers, 
heaped such benefits upon my unworthy head 
that even I could no longer bear them. I know 
now the full meaning of that phrase ‘as coals 
of fire,’ when applied to unmerited good will, 
and I have found them insupportable. When 
you read this I shall be adead man. The 
£2,000 you have given me in such mistaken 
kindness is untouched, and will of course re- 
turn to you. I have earned nothing at your 


; hands, but let a dying sinner-appeal to you 





in, favor of the innocent. My poor 
my poor Fred! forgive me, forgive —” 
(To be concluded.) 





A FRIEND of Education— The free-knowledge- 
ist.— Boston Transcript. 

BARDWELL SLoTE sampled 1,600 bottles of 
wine in six days, and rested on the seventh.— 
Boston Posi. 


In Pittsburgh a base-ball club is called ‘‘The 
Pancakes.” ‘The pitcher of batter is always 
ready.---Graphic. 

You never see a dark-complexioned dumb 
man, because a dumb man can’t tan, sir.— 
Keokuk Constitution, 


Our political dispatches to-day are like Jo- 
seph’s coat ~party-colored.—Puck and New 
Haven Register.—A coincidence. 


WHEN you wake up at night and hear the 
baby crying, lookout for danger for there’s a 
rock ahead.— Ba/timore Every Saturday. 


CourTNEY thinks he can beat Hanlan over 
a fair, smooth course, but his backers think he 
can ‘“‘beat” them easier.— ew Haven Register. 
WHEN man goes out of the poultry business, 
he tears the tattered hen-sign down,— Boston 
Fost. Yes; or he may pullet down.— Graphic. 


SHORT sleeves are in order, but you cannot 
make the girl with a mole on her arm admit 
that she thinks the style isa good one.— Fu/fon 
Limes. 


‘No tonic like this bracing air,” says an ex- 
change. Yes, and you get it for nothing, which 
isn’t the case with stomach bitters.— /ittsburgh 
Telegraph. 


WE didn’t know that Tilden’s attorney, ar- 
rested in Detroit, was in the habit of getting 
full until we read that he was ‘“‘bailed out.”’-— 
Cin. Saturday Night. 


TRUTH is stranger than fiction. A man 
may know that he is a liar, and yet he'll feel 
decidedly strange wnen he is called one.— 
Phila. Kronikle-Herald. 


Ir is said a hornet’s nest contains as many 
as fifteen thousand cells. If any cf the hornets 
are at home, they will show you around the 
rooms.—Vvew Orleans Picayune. 


‘‘Don’t marry a man to save him,” says 
Sarah K. Bolton in a recent poem. The lady 
believes, we suppose, ‘that marrying is for an 
exactly opposite purpose.— Buffalo Express. 


An old gentleman 83 years of age, is a can- 
didate for the Georgia Legislature on the Demo- 
cratic ticket. He probably is laboring under 
the haliuciuation that there is no hereafter.— 
Derrick. 

INGERSOLL chooses very warm subjects for 
his lectures. Last year is was h—, this year 
it is Burns, and next year he will probably 
tell us something about the Skalds.—JVorris- 
town Herald. 


Tuis is a season of the year when the night 
air is particularly dangerous; but the girls face 
death at front gates with the same heroism 
which has always been one of the chief adorn- 
ments of the sex.— Zroy Zimes. 


























mae: 
fal 
od 
4 






























_—_———~ 














PHILADELPHIA BULLETIN’S CRICKETING JOKES. 


Why was the Australian bat expected to wal- 
lop the Philadelphians? Because o’ ‘Tasmania, 
bigger bat, man, than ours. We repeat, be- 
cause it has many a bigger batman than ours. 

Philadelphia, 196; Australia, 150. Good 
big-innings make good endings. ’Rah for 
Philadelphia! 

The Australians have great endurance; but 
Bob Newhall’s 84 runs indicate a double 42'd. 


The Australians were so puzzled to keep 
track of Bob Newhall that they thought they 
were back in their own bush; miserable Lost- 
trailians. 

The Demon’s motto: ‘ Zimeo Danaos,” “Vm 
afraid of Dan.” 


Spofforth plays Van Diemently, and Newhall 
Dan-veh’mently. 

The Australians have come to See-Dan, Just 
as the French did. 

The Australians are big fellows; but most of 
them look-kricketty about the legs. 

The ‘‘ Demon” usually feels like a big Aus- 
tralian; but he felt like a little Lost-railian 
when he was caught out by Charley Newhall. 

The Australians are going to change their 
country’s name back again to New Hall-and, 
when they go home. 


‘KILLED by a Bad Man,” is the headline 
with which a contemporary startles his readers; 
it is so seldom that any but good men and sure 
candidates for heavenly reward kill folks.— 
New Haven Register. 

PROFESSOR SwinG, of Chicago, says he will 
never allow a paragraph to go into his paper 
that he does not know is founded on fact. His 
paper will, of course, be issued every five years. 
—N. Y. Commercial Advertiser. 


SOME miscreant put Paris-green in a well 
that supplies water for the United States Hotel, 
in Boston, recently. ‘There are plenty of men 
in Boston, though, who would be unharmed if 
every well in the city was poisoned. 


Human hair has gone up seventy-five cents 
a pound, and the best quality of butter has 
gone down to thirty. Boarding-houses wil! now 
be compelled to furnish the essence of cow un- 
embellished. Cin. Breakfast Table. 


Ir must be decidedly disheartening to a 
western farmer to be compelled to clear not 
only a ten-acre lot, but to clear a six-rail fence 
after he has stumbled over a nest of double- 
barreled hornets.— Hackensack Republican. 


Tue chaplain of the Auburn Penitentiary 
denies that there are any clergymen among 
the prisoners at that place. Alas! is it any 
wonder that people exclaim that there is no 
justice in this country ?—- Philadelphia Kronikle- 
Herald. 


In order to allay any suspicions that may 
redound to our discredit among the meat shops 


and grocery stores at our end of the town, we | 


will simply say that we had no funds in the 
suspended First National Bank of Glasgow.— 
St. Louis Journal. 


PRUDENT ministers will make pastoral calls 
in the next few weeks. 
upon us, and a minister is liable at any time to 
come upon a man who is putting up a stove, 
and surprise him in the midst of unorthodox 
remarks.— Breakfast Table. 


‘‘JOHN” writes to ask: ‘‘How should we be- 
gin the week?” 
gulations handy, but if your folks wash on 


that the boiler or one of the tubs leak.— Futon 
Times. 


We haven’t the scriptural re- | 
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PUCK. 








A MAN who was being tried before a magis- 
trate for stealing some butter and cream from 
a farmer coolly began to hum ‘Robin Adair.” 
The court in its sentence said the song was 
very appropriate, for while the prisoner was 
not Robin Adair he was robbin’ a dairy.— 
Pittsburgh Telegraph. 

THE western highwayman reads in the tele- 
graph column of his morning paper that a stage 
coach leaves Deadwood that day with $300,000 
in gold bullion, and as he proceeds to put his 
revolvers in readiness he exclaims most fer- 
vently, ‘Heaven bless Professor Morse!’’— 
Cincinnati Saturday Night. 


“PROFANITY never did any man the least 
good. No one is richer or wiser for it. It 
commends no one to scciety; it is disgusting 
to the refined, and abominable to the good.” 
Yes; that’s all very fine. But what’s a fellow 
to do when a tooth-brush bursts in his mouth ? 
—Breakfast Table. 


WE are in receipt of a poem beginning, 
“The sun is in the heavens high,” and simply 
want to say we know it is. It has been there 
for some time, if we remember rightly, and we 
do not print “ original” iambic poetry, except 
on Spring, unles. we know who the author is, 
“Young Poet.”— Rome Sentinel. 


Dip it ever occur to Denis Kearney—who, 
by the way, appears to have entered a tunnel 
and closed up both ends —did it ever occur to 
him that if he were to give the newspapers “‘1,” 
as he threatens, our facetious friend Puck 
would be all Pluck ?—and it can’t be any more 
plucky than it is now.—JVorristown Herald. 


MorNING lecture courses promise to be quite 
“the thing” this season.— Bost, Z)anscript. 
Perhaps so; but you will not be treated toa 
course if you resolve to go home before mid- 
night, and stick to your resolution. Editors 
of afternoon papers can furnish no valid ex- 
cuse for staying out until 1 or 2 A. Mi—Vorris- 
town Ferald. 

‘THERE 
places. 


are different idioms in different 


ready.” In Philadelphia it’s apt to be ‘‘break- 
fish,’’ in Chicago “‘ brokefish,” while in Boston 


| the waiter will inform you that the matutinal 


repast is now waiting to be consumed. — Xeo- 
hkuk Constitution. 


Tue failure of the Bank of Glasgow for 
$50,000,000 may induce the belief that it had 
an American for President and Cashier. Such 
was not the case, however. Scotland doesn’t 
have a bank failure often, and when it does 
embark in the business it makes up for lost 
time. ‘Thus far Scotland is ahead in the way 
of big bank failures, and we hope none of our 
Norristown banks, in a spirit of emulation, will 
fail for more than $50,000,000.—/Vorr. Herald. 

‘“‘WHEN,”’ 
Literature, ““when are we to have the ‘great 
American novelist’?”?” Now do try and have a 
little patience. We can’t do everything at 
once. Writing the ‘“‘great American novel” is 


| something like making a trip to Europe—the 


| greatest labor is in getting ready to start. If | 


The cool season is | 


| 
| 


we are plied with*many more questions con- 
cerning that novel, we shall not write it at all. 
—Norristown Herald. 


Tuat Rochester physician who thinks that 
the tomato produces cancer should be remon- 
strated with. Has the time arrived when a 
man cannot look that dearly-beloved vegetable 
square inthe eye without feeling as if some- 


| thing were gnawiny at his vitals? But we have 
that day, one good way to begin it will be by | gone too far to retreat; bring on your cancer, 
getting out of the house before they discover | —V. Y.Com. Adv. And yet it is too true. Have 





you not often seen the tomato can, sir?— 
Fhila. Evg. Bulletin. 
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PARALLEL 


THE country editor who takes all his adver- 
tisements out in trade will be gratified to learn 
that a new pill just patented will keep a man 
alive a whole week without eating. All he 
wants now to make him happy is a liver syrup 
that will make one suit of clothes last seventy- 
five years.— Norristown Herald. 

TRIOLET, 

After Cupid had fled, 

With der letters and locket, 
I wished I were dead— 
After Cupid had fled— 
And my heart turned to lead, 

But to silver, my pocket— 
After Cupid had fled, 

With her letters and locket. 

—QuIPPLE YARROW, in Louisville Cour. Journal, 





Pall and Winter 
DRESS GOODS. 


Arnold, Constable & Co. 


call special attention of their CUSTOMERS and the public to 
this season’s 


IMPORTATION OF CRESS GOODS, 


in rare and magnificent styles and fabrics (many of which are ex 





clusive to this house), viz 
Persian and Armure Brocades, 
Pekin Sicilliens, 
Cachemire de L’Inde, 
French Imperial Plaids, 


Crepe Armures, 
Dress Cheviots and Corduroys, 


Clan Plaids, 
Cashmeres, Merinoes, Camels’ Hairs &c., &c. 


Broadway, cor. 19th Street. 





In New York the man who pounds on | 
your door at the hotel will tell you ‘ brekfus is | 


asks the Philadelphia Zpztome of 


Hosiery and Underwear 
DEPARTMENT. 


‘Arnold, Constable & Co. 


HAVE NOW OPEN THEIR 


| FALL IMPORTATION 


OF NOVELTIES FOR 
LADIES, GENTLEMEN AND CHILDREN. 
In Silk, Merino, Cashmere, 
Plain and Fancy Bilbriggeu and Cotton 
Hosiery. 


“THE NOVELTY” 
Crepe de Sante Underwear, 
And a full line of 


“CARTWRIGHT & WARNER’S” 


And other CELEBRATED MAKERS OF 


UNDERCARMENTS, 


IN SILK, MEDICATED CASHERE, 


MERINO, &c., &c. 


AT LOW PRICES. 





Broadway, corner 19th Street. 


Bridal Trousseanx aud Infant Wardrobes, 


READY-MADE AND TO ORDER. 


NOVELTIES IN 
| Pars Underwear 





ana Tuingerie.' 


DRESS SACQUES & MORNING WRAPPERS. 
BOYS’ CLOTH KILT SUITS, 


244 to 6 years of .ge. 
PANT SUITS AND OVERCOATS, 
2% to 8 years of age. 
AND A FULL Lint OF 
Ladies’ and Childrens’ 
Furnishing Goods, &c.., 
AT POPULAR PRICES. 


ARNOLD, CONSTABLE & CO., 


BROADWAY,.COR. (Sth STREET. 
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STARTLING IF TRUE.—There isa “conspicuous 
inexactness” about English journals’ statements 
regarding this country simply petrifying to the 
American mind, The following extract from 
the London Court Journal will be vividly in- 
teresting to readers in this vicinity: ‘““Among 
the American celebrities at the Exposition is 
Mrs, R.\Eytinge, well known as a clever poetess 
in the States, She has appeared several times 
in opera with great success under the stage 
name of McCullough, and is widely known as 
the authoress of the at one time popular aboli- 
tion novel called ‘Uncle Tom, Cabman.’ She 
is extremely well connected, being a half sister 
to the late esteemed Mr. Fremont, celebrated 
in connection with the discovery of San Fran- 
cisco, and who was pnt to death by the noto- 
rious Mormon, Beecher Young, during the 
Kearney labor riots at Louisiana, near Quebec.” 
—S. F. Post. 4 
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YEA. 
WORTHLESS IMITATIONS 


CEE pear AEISOMMAN COS. 


GENUINE ARTICLE 














PORTRAITS 


Madison Square, 
NEw TORE. 








KURI 


Highest Awards: PARIS, VIENNA & NEW YORK. 
BRANCH: 


Old Post Office Building. 


NASSAU ST.. N. Y. 





PHOTOGRAPHER, 


347 East lith Street, 
Between rst & 2nd Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturdays only. 


OTTO LEWIN, 


The well known Artist Photographer, 
989 THIRD AVE.,S.E. Cor. 59th St, 
294 BOWERY, above Houston St. 








ALWAYS ON HAND A LARGE STOCK OF ALL 
SIZES OF THE FAMOUS 


Vienna Coffee Pot, 


THE ONLY PERFECT COFFEE MAKER, 
FIRST INTRODUCED TO AMERICANS AT VIENNA IN- 
TERNATIONAL EXHIBITION, AND LATER AT THE 
CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION, IMPORTED ONLY BY 


EDWARD D. BASSFORD. 


HOUSE-FURNISHING, HARDWARE, CHINA, 
GLASS, CUTLERY AND SILVERWARE. 
The Celebrated German Student Lamp Complete only $5. 
COOPER INSTITUTE, 


Corner 3d & 4th Aves. & 8th St., New York City- 


To meet the popular demand, prices of these pots have been re- 
duced 50 pcreent. Price Lists anp Circurars F Reg. 


APOLLINARIS 


NATURAL 


Mineral Water, 


The Queen of Table Waters. 


HIGHLY EFFERVESCENT. 


Dr. J. MILNER FOTHERGILL. London. ‘The 
Exquisite Apollinaris ; A Delicious Beverage.”’ 

PROF. J. A. WANKLYN, St. George’s Hosp., 
London, ‘Highly Effervescent, Wholesome, and absolu- 
tely Pure; superior to all others.’’ 

DR. R. OGDEN DOREMUS. ‘‘Absolutely pure and 
wholesome; superior to all for daily use; free from all the ob- 
jections urged against Croton and artificially aerated waters.”’ 

DR. PETER HOOD, President of the Hert . 
Medical Society, &e. “Superior to Vichy and Vals.”’ 

PETER SQUIRE, F. L. S., Chemist to the Queen. 
roth Edition of CoMPANION TO THE BRITISH PHARMACOPAEIA 
‘*Exhilarating ; Good for Sickness, Dyspepsia, and Loss of 
Appetite.”’ 

Cc. MacNAMARA., F.R. C.S., C.S.1., Surgeon to 
Westminster Hosp., London. ‘More Wholesome 
and Refreshing than Soda er Seltzer Water.”’ 

HERMAN WEBER, M.D., F. R. C. P., Physician 
to the German Hosp., London, ‘Of great value 
in lithic acid diathesis, in catarrh of the bladder, and of the 
respiratory organs; agreeable and useful. 


FREDERICK DE BARY & C0., 


41 £43 Warren Street, NEW YORK. 
Sole Agents for United States and Canadas. 


FOR SALE BY DEALERS, GROCERS AND DRUGGISTS. 


Evere genuine bottle bears the Yellow label. 


nnn 


THE GREAT EUROPEAN NOVELTY. 


HUNYADI JANOS. 


The Best Natural Aperient. 


The Lancet. — ‘“Hunyadi Ja- 
nos, — Baron Liebig affirms that 
its richness in aperient salts sur- 
passes that of all other known 
waters.”’ ‘ 

TheBritishMedical Jour. 
nal, — ‘‘Hunyadi Janos. — The 
most agreeable, safest, and most 
efficacious aperient water.”’ 

PROFESSOR VIRCHOW, 
Berlin. ‘Invariably good and 
prompt success; most valuable,’’ 

PROFESSOR BAMBER. 
GER, Vienna, ‘‘! have pre- 
scribed these Waters with remar- 


SAAN AE 


katle success,’ 

PROFESSOR SCANZONI, Wurzburg. ‘‘! prescribe 
none but this.’’ 

PROFESSOR LAUDER BRUNTON, M. D., F. R. 
$., London. ‘More pleasant than its rivals, and sur- 
passes them in efficacy 

PROFESSOR AITKEN, M. D., F.R.S., Royal 
Military Hospital, Netley. ‘‘Preferred to Pullna 


and Friedrichshall.’ 


A Wineglassful a Dose. 

INDISPENSABLE TO THE TRAVELLING 

Every genuine bottle bears the name of THe Apotiinaris Co, 
(limited), London. 


Fre@V’k De Bary & Co., 
41 & 43 WARREN Street, 
NEW YORK, 
Sole Agents for the United States and Canada. 
FOR SALE BY DEALERS, GROCERS, AND 
DRUGGISTS. 


The Label on every genuine Bottle is printed on BLUE paper 


PUBLIC, 





HIGHEST PREMIUM 


THE GRAND GOLD MEDAL 


AWARDED TO 


ANHEUSER’S 
ST. LOUIS LAGER BEER. 


AT THE 


WORLD’S EXPOSITION, 
PARIS 1878, 
OVER ALL COMPETING BREWERIES 
OF AMERICA AND EUROPE. 


A.C.L. 20. MEYER, 
No. 49 Broad Street, 


Sole Agents. 


Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 





ADVICE AND PAMPHLETS FREE. 





Special terms for FOREIGN PATENTS if taken with U.S 
Patents. 


CENUINE 


THE SPRINGS OF VICHY 
are owned by the French Government, and the waters 
are bottled underits supervision, exactly as they flow 
from the Springs, nothing added or removed. They 
have nothing in common with a much advertised im- 
ported water which claims to be superior to them. 
_ They are alkaline, and the following is a summary 
of their different applications: 
HAUTERIVE OR CELESTINS 
are prescribed for gravel, calculi, diabetes, gout, 
rheumatism, diseases of the kidneys, &c. ; 
GRANDE GRILLE 
for diseases of the liver ; 
HAUTERIVE OR HOPITAL 
for diseases of the stomach, (dyspepsia,) the latter 
more adapted for delicate patients. 
They are highly recommended by the leading 
physicians of Europe and of this country. 
The name of the spring is on the cap, also the year 
of the bottling. 
Drink before breakfast ; also at table, pure or with 
wine. For sale by Grocers and Druggists. The trade 
supplied by the Sole Agents, 


BOUCHE FILS & CO.. 
37 Beaver St., New York, 





Dr. SWEENYW’S 


OLD ESTABLISHED AND WELL-KNOWN 


a a. js 
DENTAL ROOMS, 
No. G6 E. 14th Street, near Sth Ave. 

Jeautiful Mineral Gum Sets, best Quality, greatest Durability 
and Elegance for Pure Gold filling from 
$2.50. Other filling $1.00 

Teeth extracted with pure fresh Gas—free. 

The above prices are for strictly First Class W ork, and yeu will do 
well to try us before going elsewhere.—Open t'venings and Sundays. 


2.50—5.00 and $10.00, 





DENTAL OFFICE 


OF 


Philippine Dieffenbach - Truchsess, 


162 West 23rd St., bet. 6th & 7th Aves., N. Y. 


Late 389 CANAL STREET. 


Cheapest Book-Store in the World. 
175672 NEW and OLD Standard WORKS in Every 


Department of Literature. Almost given away. Mammoth 
Catalogue free. Books bought, 


LESGGAT BROS, 
3 BEEKMAN ST., Opp. Post Office, N. Y. 






























































PUCK. 








At Work on a New and Suitable Funeral Design, 
At his Floral Establishment, 166 Bowery. 


Isaac Smith's Umbrellas 


GUANAGO, 1:0 
SILK, paragon frame 
FINE SILK UMBRELLAS 
in great variety. 
UMBRELLAS and PARASOLS to order 
and repaired. 
CANES in every style—a large assorynent. 
36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
150 FULTON ST., near B’dway. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 
1488 BROADWAY, near 2oth st. 
405 BROADWAY, n:a Canal. 


Established A.D 1802, 


NOTICE. 
No. 26 (issue of September 5th, 1877) of ** Puck” 
will be bought at this office, No. 13 North William 
Street, at full price. 
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£30 RSA SY 
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THE ONLY HOUSE IN THE UNITED STATES WHERE 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “PURITY” AND 
““SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 








No connection with any other Housein the United State 








PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANAL ST,, N. Y., 


effer great Bargains in 
WATCHES, DIAMONDS. JEWELRY. STER- 
LING SILVER AND TRIPLE PLATED 
TABLE WARES. 
WEDDING AND HOLIDAY GIFTS 


in endless variety at close prices. 


ESTABLISHED 1838. 





Am M4, 


PATENT 
CHAMPION 


© 
Established 
Oe4L 


> 











Lower than before the War. 








Prices 


“Tried and Proven Trustworthy2 


NICOLL, The Tailor, 


139— a Bowery. 


PANTS to order 
oe ee ee 
OVERCOATS to order 


251 and 253 Broadway, New York. 





$3.00 to $10.00 
$12.00 to $40.00 
$12.00 upward. 





THE BEST ALL TOBACCO CIGARETTE. 
Sold by all Dealers and Manufactured by B. POLLAK, N. Y. 





L. DE VENOGE, 


41 South William Street, New York. 


CENERAL ACENT. 
For Sale by all the Principal Wine 
Merchants and Grocers. 


THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 
IMPORTED IN THE U. S. 





IMPORTERS ap fayepaoranes or 
CENTLEMEN’S HATS 
174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 


Between 22d & 23rd Streets, Near Cortianpt Street, 


NEW YORK, 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUPACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, «c., 
at Prices to suit the times. 





Every Article guaranteed. 
91 BLEECKER ST., NEW YORK. 





A Splendid Opportunity To Win A Fortune. 
Eleventh Grand Distribution, 1878, 


At New Orleans, Tuesday, Nov. 12th. 


Louisiana State Lottery Co. 


This insti itution was re guli arly incorporated by the Legislature of 
the State for Educational and Charitable purposes in 1868, with a 
capital of $1,000,000, to which it has since added a reserve "fund of 
$350,000 


ITS GRAND SINGLE NUMBER DISTRIBUTION 


will take place monthly « mn the se 
OK POSTPONES Look at the 


cond Tuesday. IT Never SCALES 
following Distribution: 


Capital Prize, $30,000. 
100,000 Tickets At Two Dollars Each. 
Half-Tickets, One Dollar. 
LIST OF PRIZES. 
ERD ORR. 5 202260. wh vines ent 
1 Capital Prize... 
1 Capital Prize. 
2 Prizes of S250 
5 Prizes of 1000,..... 
20 Prizes of 5 
100 Prizes of 
90 Prizes of 
500 Prizes of 
Prizes of 


. «$30,000 


10,000 


100 


APPROXIMATION PRIZES: 
9 Approximation Prizes of $30 


Approximation Prizes of 200.... . » 
» Approximation Prizes BGB.coe cove 


ee . + -P1I10,400 
e at all pro! minent points 


mly be made to the Home 


, for further information or send 
M. A. DAUPHIN, 
Pp. 0. Box 692, New Orleans, Louisiana, 
H. L. Plam, +19 Broadway, wow York. 
All our Grar oh. xtraordinary Drawings are 
and manag f GENERALS G. r, 
JUBAL A. \ 
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PUCK’S 
ALMANAC 


FOR 1878. 


THE MOST REMARKABLE} 
EVER PRINTED. 
CONTAINING :— 


(But why should the contents 
be thus publicly exposed ?) 





Price, 15 Cents. 











Entrance toA.Werner & Co's 


FOR SALE EVERYWHERE 





‘Kempeoig gO ‘e015 ouiM 


























apenas nen 


“REPUBLICAN HEAD QUAR 


ERS fe. 





/ 



































= 





